BLACK WIDOW 


‘BLACK WIDOW 


A Marvel spy movie. 


INT. RUSSIAN FLAT -— NICHT 


BCU ON: IRIWA ROMANOV -- Russian, early 20's, heactbreakingly 
beautiful. Deep, red LIGHT flickers across her calm face. 


PULL OUI: Irina sits in the corner of a cheap Moscow flat, 
below the only window. She strokes the hair of the quiet 
BABY in her lap. Smoke drifts by her wide eyes. 

PULL BACK TO REVEAL: The apartment is an INFERNO. 

CUT OPPOSITE: Across the roon is the DOOR to freedom. But 
the door is BLOCKED by FLAMING WRECKASE. Beneath this mess 
ie the BURNING CORESE of a YOUNG MAN. Irina's husband 
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From outside the window, a VOICE calls out... 


Ivan (0.8.) 
Hello? JS ANYONE UP THERE!? 


Irina's eyes flicker, not sure the 0/S voice was real, 


EXP. RUSSIAN STRERT -~ NIGHT 


PUSH DOWN ON: LVAN, a large man, tweed suit, thick moustache, 
Bowler hat. IVAN is surrounded by TOWNSPEOPLE 


TVAN 
You're certain you heard voices? 
‘OLD WOMAN 
The husband was trying to open the 
door, They have a baby in there! 


IVAN 
HELLO! 18 ANYONE UP THERE -- 


ANGLE ON: THE WINDOW, where IRINA appears, wrapped in smoke 
like a ghost. She meets Tvan's eyes. Three stories down; 
150 feet apart. But it might as Well be forever. 

She smiles, the most beautiful smile Ivan's ever seen. 

ivan smiles back. He can't help himself. 


Irina nods, satisfied. She DROPS THE BABY OUT THE WINDOW. 


BLACK WIDOW -- 6TH DRAFT -- DAVID HAYYER 12/11/05 2. 


‘The flames SLOW to a CRAWL. The Old Woman SHRIEKS. 


Ivan BURSTS forward, tunnel vision dims everything but the 
tiny, tumbling INFANT. But he'll never make it 


SLOW: Ivan DIVES. 


The baby DROPS into his hands, neat as a football. They 
CRASH to the road together, his shoulder taking the impact 


Glutching the beby, Ivan looks back up at Irina. 


Trina smiles. A canera FLASHES, The APARTMENT ROOF 
COLLAPSES, obscuring Trina from view. 


The crowd CRIES OUT, Ivan looks avay. 


PUSH IN ON: The BABY in his arms. She's beautiful, like her 
mother. Deep blue eyes peer out from beneath fiery red hair. 


She doesn't cry. She just looks up at Ivan, unafraid. 
NATASHA (V.0.) 
Ivan Petrovsky was the strongest 
man I ever knew. 


Ivan checks her shirt TAG, Written there is a word; NATASHA 


EXT. MOUNTAIN ROAD -- NIGHT 


HELICOPTER SHOT, PUSHING IN ON: Two RUSSIAN MOUNTAIN PEAKS, 
with a U-SHAPED CREVASSE between, wide enough for a CIRCLE of 
STONE BUILDINGS, which have been standing for centuries. 


NATASHA, 
He was a ist Lieutenant in the 
Spetznaz Division of Soviet 
Intelligence, 


TITLES: RED ROOM TRAINING FACILITI, SEMIVALATINSK, KAZAKESTAN 


PULL OUT FROM: IVAN, driving a vintage black LIMOUSINE up a 
STEEP MOUNTAIN ROAD, cut deep into the stone. 


NATASHA (V.0..) 
It was Ivan that brought me to the 
Red Room, 


Along the way, SNIPERS track the car from rocky outcrops. 
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EXT. RED ROOM FACILITY == COURTYARD ~- NIGHT 

PUSH IN: Ivan pulls up to a SMALL, STONE HOUSE, tucked away 
behind the buildings that ring the compound. Ivan gets out, 
the baby wrapped tightly in his coat, keeping an eye out for 
the SOLDIERS, patrolling in the distance. 

INT. IVAN'S HOUSE -~ NIGHT 


‘The house is tiny and cold. The rear windows look out on a 
tiny walled-off yard space. Ivan lights a FIRE in the stove. 


Ivan checks on the BABY, sleeping bundled in the furs on his 
bed. He touches her fuzz of red hair, thumbing away a tear. 


IVAN 
Little one. 


NATASKA (Y.0.) 
He kept me a secret for six years. 


FADE TO: 


INE, IVAN'S HOUSE -- MORNING 
CLOSE ON; IVAN, a little older. Dead asleep. 


EANGBANGBANG! Hammering on the door. Ivan wakes, blearily. 
He glances at the SHALL BED, hidden behind his on the far 
side of the door, Ihe bed is EMPTY, the furs thrown back. 


Ivan opens the FRONT DOOR to reveal, SERGZI RISKOLJE, (bald, 
40's} Commander of the Red Room. His hard face is etched by 
countless battles on behalf of the State. He is flanked by 
TWO SOLDIERS. Ivan is startled to see him, 


IVAN 
Cormander, 


SERGEL 
Hello Ivan, 


Sergei enters vithout an invitation. Ivan rushes around to 
another doorway, to head Sergei off in the kitchen. 
INP. IVAN'S HOUSE -- KITCHEN -- MORNIKG 


Ivan gets there just in time to move a BOTTLE behind his 
back.” Vodka. But SERGEI catches him anyway. He grins. 


